266         THE STORY OF SWAMI RAMA
Ah ! Foolish knack, with misery fraught
That places personal selves behind
The bodies and forms of foes and friends I
This knack entangles, pinches, smarts,
This isolating habit's gone,
Imputes no personal motives Rama*
The bodies are numerous, Soul is one,
That Soul supreme is none but I.
I am the 'worker, -witness, judge,
The snarling critic, applauder.
Free, free is every one to me
No bondage, limit, fault I see.
Free, free am I and others free.
God, God I am and you and he.
No debt, no duty, fraud or fear,
I am the One, the Now, the Here.
The final source of passions all,
The cause of feeling's rise and fall;
The Home of beauty, heart of love,
The soul of eagle, peacock, dove ;
The inmost centre of desire,
The pulling force of every wire;
That which reveals as gravitation,
The real source of all causation
Am I.
In everything my breath I feel,
In earth and moon, and sun I reel,
I blow in air and grow in grass,
I flow in rivers, throw in mass.
The present, absent, near and far,
The past aixd future, flower, star ;